came necessary to official Japan as a consequence of the new foreign
interest in them, because, for one reason? no foreigner could live on the
floor. The need steadily increased. At that time the Mikado took it upon
himself to meet the need, and asked the Germans to build one of their
characteristic national wood and plaster extravaganzas for the purpose.
That wretched marvel grew obsolete and the need of another, a great
one, imperative. The Imperial household, this time, proposed to share the
task of providing the new accommodation with the capitalists of the Em-
pire, shipowners, cement manufacturers, bankers, tobacco interests, etc.,
and I, an American, was chosen to do the work.
No foreigner yet invited to Japan had taken off his hat to Japanese
traditions. When foreigners came, what they had back home came too,
suitable or not, and the politely humble Japanese, duly impressed, took
the offering and marvelled. They tried to do likewise in their turn. And
yet Japanese fine-art traditions are among the noblest and purest in this
world, giving Chinese origins due credit. It was my instinct not to insult
them. The West has much to learn from the East—and Japan was the
gateway to that great East of which I had been dreaming since I had seen
my first Japanese prints—and read my first Laotze.
But this terrible natural enemy to all building whatsoever—the
temblor!
The terror of the temblor never left me while I planned the building
nor while, for more than four years, I worked upon it. Nor is anyone
allowed to forget it—sometimes awakened at night by strange sensations
as at sea, strangely unearthy and yet rumbling earth-noises. Sudden
shocks, subsidence—and swinging. Again shock after shock and upheaval,
jolting back and swinging. A sense of the bottom falling from beneath the
building, terror of the corning moments as cracking plaster and groaning
timbers indicate the whole structure may come crashing and tumbling
down. There may be more awful threat to human happiness than earth-
quake. I do not know what it can be.
The Japanese turn livid, perspiration starts on them, but no other sign
unless the violence becomes extreme, then—panic, I studied the temblor.
Found it a wave-movement, not of sea but of earth—^accompanied by
terrific shocks no rigidity could withstand.
Because of the wave movements, deep foundations like long piles would
oscillate and rock the structure. Therefore the foundation should be short
or shallow. There was sixty to seventy feet of soft mud below the upper
depth of eight feet of surface soil on the site. That mud seemed a merciful
provision—a good cushion to relieve the terrible shocks. Why not float the
building upon it? A battleship floats on salt water. And why not extreme
lightness combined with tenuity and flexibility instead of the great weight
necessary to the greatest possible rigidity? Why not, then, a building
made as the two hands thrust together palms inward, fingers interlocking
and yielding to movement—but resilient to return to original position
when distortion ceased? A flexure—flexing and reflexing in any direction.
Why fight the quake? Why not sympathize with it and out-wit it?
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